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because he had been thought a hero (that
was comic!), but because his separation had
been so perfect. He had been alone and
complete, nothing but himself, remote and
hard, like a little spent meteorite. That was
what he had always been ; that was what he
should have remained; that was what he
should return to now, and find again that
strange delight in being infinitesimal, unre-
lated and unconquered.

But the wall had been broken; and he was
drawn by strong invisible hands out of
himself, straining towards some other per-
fection that he had not. He did not know
what it was, Sometimes he seemed to haxe.
glimpses of it, that was all. There would
come a moment of silence with Felicia, a
moment of silence with Boston even, when
unutterable wings seemed to be hovering in
the air. And now that he had felt their
fanning, he was to be shut out from it again.

Well, it was nothing to cry about; he had
to accept it and he would. Under the effort
of his will to accept, he felt that his heart
was cracking, like a far-off material thing,
like a little bowl of fine glass, cracking with
a faint, clear, far away note,. inexpressibly
beautiful, with a wistful, plangent beauty